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McGrath: You Can't Go Home

NEW
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QUARTERLY REVIE\\

~POEMS
1

NIGHT

MEETING

In the purlieus of evening where the dark man hunts
Through: nervous thickets while the mind sends scouts
Under thle street lamps where the murderers hang,
And blo dhounds are panting in the narrow canyonFaced m
Saw me
His galle
The pira

suddenly a frightened boy, but then
re",l, as human. Smiling, fearless, he passed,
n graceful in the bays of night.
es walked the plank. The Indians were beaten.

How trea nable the mind! Poor boy you are lost, you are taken,
Though ou be quick on the draw, if you turn your gun
Only on e tame nightmares' of imagination.
Strangers!may smile when meeting: it is wiser to shoot and run.
1

YOU

CAN'T GO

HOME

When the homing heart is coming round the mountain
What lIvo~ld hope have there at the road's end?
The odtave of trees ring out a bell of birds?
The lo~g-haired scarecrow shake a leg in schottische?
You WJI uld have, Sirs, what simple is and easy:
Classic meeting of h~roes under the ample oaks:
,.
The gi ts exchanged, to one the blue OX, to the other
,
that charmed shield
Inscrib d, in peace the dragon-haunted sea
Whose green necks nibble on the shores of sleep.
From ach his gift.•.To each the equal hand.
Then t9 that hearth where wintered warm was Love,
A flame-lipped Brunhild burning for your kiss.
BUit the sheep's in the meadows, the cows in the com.
Theie~.s been some changes made since you been gone.
Then rage outrageous as your outraged heart
Your oWn, unique, your never equalled loss
Conjure up curses. And in your loss feel. pride:
Your sU\ffering is a fine patrician thing!
No onel has ever-poor plebeian souls!Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1942
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Searched for the note, lookedjn the hollow tree,
Looked for the red stones hidden' by the well-side,
Looked, are looking, finding the spring tUfns up
No forwarding, addresses, No, no, no-

,.

Then hail and farewell. Friends, Brothers,' all away,
Lost as birds are on the mapless night of Asia,
As bells .in wind beyond the stormy Hebrides......
And love 0 is lying ,under marble trees.
THOMAS
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MASS

Sodality's blue ribbon about your neck
•
And Mary's medal trembling as you breathe,
You kneel in fervent worship and offer up
The Mass, following missal's rituaLred~ .
Proud heac:t bent low In prayer; now all your being
Taut with desire to take your God on tongueWombed in shy mouth and housed in maiden breast .-..
I stare on altar, habit bending knee

And neck when bep for Consecration struckBut far from here my heart and soul are fled,
All that I am is chapelled where you kneel.
Yet, ancient rite and, prayer the same; cupped
Remote 0!1 altar, God-your God-now beckons.
I canno,t go. I do ?f>t dare-receive
"
Who once thougHt daily Eucharist scarce enough.
,

'

Then hands you clasped in prayer my own had held,
Tongue that had tasted Godhead 'mine found sweet,
And breast that cradled Him my lips might touchI, too, had Christ for guest. Oh! then His blessing
Made soul and body one, and ours to cleave
In lov~.·
Have I lost God in losi'rg love?
He, too, a stranger to my desolate flesh.
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